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He needs no indirect tor Iawfull ccurle. 

To cut off thofe that haue offended him. 

T. Who made thee rhena bloody mi nifler. 

When gallant fpring, braue Tlantagenet, 

T he Princly Nouice was ftrooke dead by thee.' 

Cla. My brothers lone , the Deuill, and my rage, 
i- Thy broth, etsdoue, the Deuill, and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither now to murder thee. 

Cla. Oh, if you loue my brother hate Hot me, 

I am his brotherand I loue him yyell : 

If you be birde f?r uec^egop-backp again*. 

^/ndl will fend. you to my brother Glocefler, 

Who will reward you better for my life, 

7Tien Edward willfor tydings of my death, 
i. You are deceiuediyoqr. brpther bates you. 

Cla, Oh no»J)c.Ifi>a)es iBeo and heboid* me dear*. 

Go you to him frotn me. 

Am. I (owe will. 

Cla. Tell him, when that our Princely father Yerke, 

Bleft his three (bnnes with his vi&orious arqie : 
.^ndehargd vs from his fpulo to loue eachother. 

He little thought of this diuided friend (hip. 

Bid Glocefler rhinke on this and hte will wcepe, 
tAm. I milftones, as helefloncd vs to weepe, 

Cla. 0,doc not (launder bm for be is.kind. 
l. Rightasfnowin harueft,thou decerned thy felfe, 

Tis hce that Tent vs hither now to murder thee. 

C4*.It cannot be .' for when Iparted with him 
He hugd mein bis armes,and fwere with fobs 
That he would labour my dcliucry. 

a. Why (o he doth, now he deliuers thee 
From this worlds thrauldomc : to the ioyes of heauen, 

I . make peace with Gcd , for you muft die my Lord. 

Cla. Hart thou that holy feeling in tbyfbule. 

To counfcll mec to make my peace with Gcd, 

And art thou yet to thy ownc foule fo blind. 

That thou wilt war with God,for mnrdringmc l 

Ah (its confider he that fet you on 

To doc this decde,will hate you for this deede, 

2. What 






5 , What (ball wc doe? 
r Cla. Relent, and faue your (bules. 

j Relent, tis cowardly, and womanifli. 

Cla. Not to relent, is beaftly.fauage, and dtuchlh. 

My friends I fpie feme piety in yous lookes ; 

Oh if thy eye be not a flatterer, 

Come theu one my fide and iotreete for me : 

A begging Prin<* what beggar pitties not ? 

i I thus, and thus : if this will not leruc. He flab i bm .- 

He chop thee in the malmefey But in the next rcome. 

2 . A bloody deed and defperatly performd, 

How faine would 1 like Pilate wafla my hand, 

Ofthirmofi gricuous guilty murder done. 

I. W hy doeft thou not helpe me ? 

By heauen the Duke fhall know how (beke thou art, 
a. I would he knew that I had faued his brother, 

Take thou the fee and tell him what I lay, 

For I repent me that the Duke is flainc. 

i . So do not I , goe coward as thou art. 

Now mufl I hide his body in (omc hole, 

VoTtll the Duketakeorder for hisburiall : 

^nd when I haue my meed I muft away, 

For this will out, and here I muft not ftay, 

Enter Ktng.Queette, Hastings, Riuers, t ire. 

Kmg.So now 1 haue done a good dayes worke, 

YourPeares continue the vnited league, 

I euery day expe&an Embaffage 
From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence : 

And now in peace my (bulc fhall part to heauen. 

Since I haue fet my friends at peaceon earth : 

Riuers and Haft ing,take each othershand, 

Difemble not your hatred, fw care your loue; 

Rt. By heauen my heart is purged from grudging hate. 
And with my hand I fcale my true hearts loue. 

HaH. So thriue I as Ifweauc the like. 

Ki»g. Take heede you dally not before your King, 

Leaft he that is the fupreame King of Kings, ' 

Confound your hidden falfhood, and award 
Either of yon to bee the others end, 

D 2 Haft 


E left. 


Exeunt. 
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